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NA 


Rush. TRKY. Queen. Wildcat Pride. 

It happened to them all. Well, I'll be damned if it happens to me. I'm brand new, for fuck's sake! 

T-shirts can swear. 

| have a better chance at surviving because l'm Chevy Metal, dammit! He wouldn't cut me up. l'm special. 
Once a week, the other shirts in the drawer would scream and huddle together whenever he'd come around. 
But not me. | would wait patiently and puff out my chest a little when he'd pick me up and hold me tenderly. | 
was proud as a peacock when he would slip me over his head and put his arms through my sleeves. 

Yeah, l'm special. 

After being washed and dried and folded up, smelling of lavender and springtime, I'd rejoin all those other, 


maimed and forgotten shirts. They were jealous of me. | knew it. | didn't care. | sat like a king on top of them. 
Right at the top of the drawer, just waiting patiently to be taken out and worn again 


Oh, | heard the whispering. Jealous bitches. All of them. Couldn't handle that they'd been maimed and then 
disregarded. He found something better, you old rags. Don't you forget it! 


woun 


| recognized those footsteps. Softly padding along the carpet. Bare feet. His bare feet. | puffed up. Got ready to 
make myself noticeable. Come on, Taylor! You want me. | know you want me. You want to wear your favorite 
shirt in the whole world! Me! 

Wait. No. What is that? Taylor! What's in your hand?! 

The drawer was yanked open and a bolt of lightning lit up the room. Taylor stood over me with a garish sneer 
on his face and a very, very large pair of shears in one hand. | tried to shrink back. Tried to blend in with the 


others. No! Not mel I'm too young to diell! Taylor, you love me! Please, God, no! 


The hand that reached for me was bone thin, pale white, with nails like claws. | wriggled and twisted but he had 


a firm grip and the last thing | saw were the others laughing at me as | was pulled from their clutches. 
Nooolll im not ready for this! | have so much life left in me! Taylor! You love me! Stop this madness! 
"Hey, T?" Ah, Alison Thank God! Talk some sense into this fiend! 

"Yeah?" 

"Don't forget to cut the holes really wide so your nipples poke out! 

NOOOOI! | think | fainted. 


But at the first snip of the shears, | awoke. | was spread out on the floor, pinned down with a large, clawed 
hand right on top of me. | squirmed, | wriggled. | screamed! But he just kept cutting! 


The blood! The horror! Why won't | just die already??? But he was oh, so experienced at cutting us all just 


right so that we remained alive. He's a madman! A sadistic, evil son-of-a-bitch!! 


When he picked me up from the floor, | saw my sleeves laying there, limp and lifeless. And then he pulled me 
over his head and poked his arms through my new, painful, ugly holes. 


Then the strangest feeling washed over me as he ran his hands, which were no longer claws, down me to 


smooth me over his Torso. He still loved me. 


Oh, he was a madman indeed. Maiming and disfiguring that which he loved. | wanted to vomit. | wanted to climb 


off of him and scurry back to the protection of the drawer. 


All of my friends. | made a grave error in judgment. | wanted to be the most loved and cherished of us all 


Be careful what you wish for. 


